THE DEATH OF THE MONARCHY
municipal oligarchies, and found he had half London on his
side. James, who on returning from Brussels had been sent to
rule in Scotland for safety, returned. The King had staved off
revolution and barely won; but there was one more card to play
—assassination.
The Plots. Two plots, obscurely connected, arose : one to kill
Charles as he passed the Rye House, near Hoddesdon, the other
to make Monmouth a sort of king. The seat of this movement
was Southampton House, in Bloomsbury, for the most important
of the plotters, William Russell, Lord Bedford's heir, had
married a fortune like to his own, the co-heiress of the vast
Southampton wealth. The two chief Reformation fortunes,
Russell and Wriothesley, were thus united; and the woman,
somewhat older than her husband, was the soul of the conspiracy.
By her mother she was a Ruvigny, and the "iron Huguenot
blood" runs through all that story. Essex killed himself; the
lesser conspirators were hanged at Tyburn; William Russell
was reserved for the axe. Huge sums of money were offered for
a reprieve, but Charles stood firm. " It is his life or mine," he
said very truly, and Russell was duly beheaded on July 21,1683,
Monmouth, who should have suffered equally, was spared by
his father's affection.
The Death of the King. On Monday, February 2, 1685,
Charles, who had now for eighteen months enjoyed, for the first
time in twenty years, some real security, fell feverish and then
insensible. The populace, who loved him, heard of his danger,
gathered round the palace, and were loud in their prayers. He
suffered great agony, the worse for his physicians. On the
Wednesday afternoon good Bishop Ken confessed and absolved
him, and begged him to communicate in the Anglican rite. His
felling voice said, "There is yet time.*' The Elements were
left at the side of his bed. Long after it was dark, about eight
o'clock, his brother asked him if he would see a priest, and, after
much muttering, he whispered, "Yes, with all my heart/' Those
m. the room were withdrawn a little apart. Father Huddleston,
who had helped to save him in youth, came in with the Sacra-
ment from the Queen's chapel, and Charles was received,
begging in vain to be allowed to kneel. He lingered through the
night in great pain, but was unconscious by mid-morning. At
noon on Friday, February 6, 1685, he died.

